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Staring 


Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: This is pure fiction, | dont make any profit out of this. | mean no harm by writing this little story. 
Hope you like it. 


This is my first story in the Bon Jovi fandom, i really hope you guys can welcome this new baby in Y 
Hopefully i improve with time and effort, and i hope you like it. :*) 


Jon never noticed the stares. Those longing, loving stares. He never noticed them because he was too into his 
and his fans' world. He was too busy singing and jumping and having fun to notice the way Richie stared at him. 
Richie, on the contrary, noticed everything about Jon. From his puffy hair-sprayed golden locks to his 
muscular well-defined legs, from how impatient he was for the show to start to the end where he looked so 
worn out yet still so full of energy. Richie couldn't help but notice everything about his beloved Jon, the beam 


of sunshine on the center of the stage. 


Richie often zoomed out of the trance when he realized he had to keep playing the song. He doesn't want to 


mess up, he knows how Jon gets when someone messes up, so he tries to always do his best. Not without 


stealing a few more glances at Jon 


He sometimes wishes Jon noticed. He wishes Jon would notice so they could stare at each other for a minute, 
even for a second. He wonders if Jon looked at him the same way he looked at Jon. He would stare with adoring 
eyes, he would stare at Jon when he was happy, when he was sad, when he was mad. Oh God save him when 
Jon was mad. It didn't matter how many times he yelled or scowled at him, he would still stare at him with 
adoring eyes because that's how he was, he could not stay mad at Jon for too long. He could only stare with 


those sad eyes of his and keep adoring Jon everyday even if Jon didn't notice. 


The song finished, and they were ready to close the show. All of them were happy, the fans were happy, and 
Jon was happy. That's all that mattered. 


After the show Richie helps on packing the guitars and instruments. He knows he should go to his dressing 
room, change and go to the hotel to take a shower and rest. What he doesn't know is that there was a 
lingering stare behind him, waiting for him to tag along. 


Richie just stayed there for IO minutes. He was exhausted, but he was happy he could help. Why did he help 
again? Oh yea. He knew that he would keep staring at Jon from behind, from where he couldn't see him do it. 
But he didn't want to do it this time. Richie was always looking out for Jon, poor lonely Richie, who always got 


his heart unknowingly broken by the same person every time. 


He knows Jon never did it on purpose because he doesn't know, but Richie can't help but feel like that. He has 
feelings he can't deny, feelings he can't hide for too long. 


When he gets safely to the hotel he prays for Jon to be asleep. When he enters the room it's dimly lit, and 
Jon is under the fluffy covers of the hotel bed. He heads to the bathroom as quietly as possible, but the 


stars weren't on his side that day. 


"Why didn't you come with us?" Richie literally jumps a little when he hears Jon's hoarse voice brake through 
the quiet of the room. He laughs because he imagines he looked comical at that moment. 


"I just- | stayed with the other guys to help.. | thought you were asleep..." He tries changing the subject a 
little. He just wants to take a quick shower and go to sleep. Jon can be a pain in the ass when interrogating 


someone. 


"Why would you do that? They're the ones supposed to clean up. We just have to put on the show." Jon sounds 


as tired as he looks. All energy built up from the adrenaline gone. 
| don't know, man. | just -pfft- | don't know." He started heading to the bathroom again. 


"Hey, wait a second there, young man. You're not getting out of this that easily." Now Jon was playing with him. 
Richie liked to play. Oh, he could play. 


"Well, no sirrr, I'm getting out of here. I'm takin’ a showahl" Richie made one of those faces that made people 
laugh. He knew it would make Jon laugh, but Jon was holding back his laughter. He wasn't trying so hard, 


though. Richie could see a snicker starting to show on his face. 
"Even if you take a shower, it doesn't mean this conversation has ended, Sambora’ 


"Yes yes." Richie dismisses him with a wave and enters the bathroom. He likes to play with Jon. Jon isn't 
always in a playful mood, so he takes advantage of the moments. However, he feels too tired Today, Too worn 
out with everything happening inside his head that he can't help but feel as though that precious time with 


Jon would be in vain. 
He feels the warm water hit his head and shoulders and instantly relaxes him. Surprisingly, he didn't think of 
anything. He just listened to the water cascading down his body sounding like a distant noise. He finished 


showering, put a towel on and headed out. 


Richie found Jon with his eyes closed, and his cheeks squished into the pillow, and he suddenly opens them. 
Richie laughs softly. ‘Cute’ he thinks. 


"You're not asleep yet? Go to sleep, you look terrible.” 


Jon snorts. "So do you." Jon's gaze quickly flickers to his chest as he bites his bottom lip lightly, then looks 


away. Richie is torn between believing if what just happened was his imagination or not. 


"Of course, l'm tired. And so are you, so go to sleep." Jon opens and closes his mouth as if wanting to say 


something. He doesn't. 
Richie puts his clothes on and climbs on his bed. After a moment, Jon breaks the silence again 


"So... did you really help the guys out or you just.. y'know, went to look for a hot chick?" Jon isn't looking at 
Richie. 


"Jonny, | told you already. | was just helping. Why are you asking me if | went to see a chick or something?" 
Richie tried to look at Jon. Jon faces him. 


"| don't know, man. So you could share the chick?" He asks, as if saying ‘duh’. 


"You are really just asking me cuz' of a chick?" Richie was kind of hurt and was getting angry. He was 
expecting it. Maybe Jon didn't really care about his well-being all that much. "I didn't see any chick. If you 
wanna fuck then get your own" Then he faces away from Jon. He knows how to push his buttons. He knows his 


anger won't last long, but damn how it hurts. 


"| didn't- No, | didn't mean it like that. Rich.." Richie hears ruffling from Jon's bed. Next thing he knows, the 


bed dips on the edge and he can feel a warm hand on his shoulder. "Richie... 


Richie looks at him a little shocked. Many things happened tonight that surprised him, this being one of them. 
He feels Jon getting closer to him by the second And then it hits him. Jon was drunk. "Are you drunk?" He 
didn't seem drunk though. 


"Huh?" "Are you drunk, Jonny?" "I only drank two" Jon whines and pouts at Richie. Richie's heart feels like it's 
being squeezed out of his chest. ‘He's so cute. He'll be the death of me: Thinks Richie. 


"Is that why you asked me if | had a chick?" Richie can't help but smile adoringly at Jon 
"No..." Jon whines and looks away. 
"Then why?" 


"Cos' | wanted to be alone with you tonight." It was only a whisper that Richie almost didn't catch if he wasn't 


so close to Jon. He inhales painfully slow, and lets that sentence sink in. Jon wanted to be alone with him. 


"Why would you wanna be alone with me, man? We ain't got anything special to do.." Richie feels the need to 
look away. He feels the heat rising and his head spinning even though he's laying down. 


Jon just shrugs. "Just didn't wanna be interrupted by some bitch." 
"Hey, | value all women-" Jon rolls his eyes and instantly comes closer to Richie and shuts him up with a kiss. 


Jon suddenly climbs on his bed and on top of him, straddling his hips with his thighs. Oh those godly thighs. 
Richie, who was paralyzed, starts kissing Jon back and slips his tongue inside Jon's mouth. Jon moans, short and 
high-pitched. Richie wants to hear more of those sounds. He wants to rip them out of Jon, he wants to hear 
him louder and clearer. He kisses Jon hard and passionate, leaves him without breath until the last second. Jon 
separates from the kiss panting, chest heaving from lack of oxygen, pupils dilated with desire. Richie stares at 
Jon and Jon stares back at him. 


They kiss again. This time is slower, sweeter and gentler. Richie runs his hands through Jon's silky hair. He 
smells the hotel's shampoo and his fruity fragrance. He smells Jon and he loves it. Jon tugs at the collar of his 
shirt. 

They break away and Jon lays his head on Richie's chest. He listens to his heartbeat, which is as rapid as his. 
Richie feels like he might explode, he feels so many emotions at once he thought a human being couldn't feel all 


at the same time. He feels confused, incredulous, yet happy and loved. 


He wraps his arms around Jon's slim waist. 
"Jon?" He calls for Jon, but he suddenly realizes that the singer fell asleep on him while listening to his beating 
heart. Richie can't help but smile once again He tries to move Jon, so he can climb out of bed and leave him 


to sleep well but Jon keeps holding onto him. 


Jon whines lowly and clings to him even more than before. So Richie stays with him. "Big baby" Richie smiles 
even wider and slips his arms around Jon's waist again and brings him closer to him. Jon happily settles on his 
chest again. "Goodnight Jonny." He whispers softly and kisses the top of his head lovingly. ‘It's gonna be a good 
right indeed! 


What did it mean to you? 


Author's Notes: 
Everything is getting a little more complicated for the boys. :*) They'll be alright. Enjoy ¥ Also sorry if the 
paragraphs look too big, i wanted to make it smaller but if i broke them apart the feel of the text would be 


broken too (in my opinion idk Imao ) 


It was a new day, and the band members didn't have a show until the next 3 days. It was sunny and beautiful 


outside, there were no clouds and the birds chirped at the commence of the day. 


Richie lies in bed with Jon in his arms. The softness of the covers over his shoulder soothing him into the 
bright morning light. He would usually wake up very late in the afternoon, but he slept so well that he woke up 
even before midday. 


‘A good night indeed. 


His eyes focused and he turned his head to scan the room. Everything remained the same as before, however, 


he feels calmer and more at peace than last night. 


The gentle blue of the sky and the vibrant yellow of the sun reflecting on the corner of the bed, and a part of 
the wall through the window. It made the room feel warm, and serene. It looked as serene as the sleeping Jon 


in his arms. 
Jon was quite the light sleeper, so it surprised him that he wasn't awake by now. 


The realization that Jon was still sleeping in his arms hit him like a truck He could not believe what happened 
last night. He knew Jon was sort of drunk, that they kissed, and that Richie didn't stop him from kissing him. 
Not many things happened, but it was enough to shake his whole core. 


It didn't stop him from smiling like a pubescent boy who just got his first kiss. Because that's literally how it 
felt. Richie has kissed a lot of people during his lifetime, some of them were special enough to remember, but 


none were as special as the one with Jon. 


He has been wanting to kiss Jon ever since he met him. He remembers when he approached him all smug and 
full of confidence and stated that he was going to be his next guitarist. He remembers wanting to pull the kid 
closer to him by his waist and crash their lips together in a passionate kiss. He remembers also wanting to 
hug him gently and protect him with his life and tell him how beautiful he was. He only wanted to protect the 
insecure boy from all the cruelty of the world. 


He remembers everything, and his feelings are as strong as before. Even stronger he'd say. Richie knows that 


Jon has gained a lot of confidence, fans, and strength from his talent and beauty. But it doesn't avoid Richie 
from wanting to cuddle him and kiss his cheeks and temple, from wanting to tell him how gorgeous he is every 
day, or from wanting to kiss him hard and passionate and mark him in front of everyone to tell the world that 


Jon Bongiovi is his. 


Richie is so zoomed in his thoughts that he barely catches Jon stirring up from his sleep. His pretty blue eyes 
open, long blondish lashes adorning them and blinking at him. ‘He looks so pretty and innocent when he wakes up’. 
Jon looks around, taking everything in and as if trying to figure something out. 


"Good morning, sunshine." Richie whispers gently and grins at him. 
Jon focuses on his face, his mind still foggy from being too early in the morning for him. 
"Morning." He responded confused. Jon frowned at himself. "What.. why am | in your bed?" He asks softly. 


He tries to regain memory of last night. Even though he only drank two bottles of beer he feels as though he 
drank more than that. He can remember snippets of what could have happened last night, but everything was 


blurry like a dream he can't quite put together on the first try. 


Richie's eyes open wide. ‘That's right.. he drank last night. He might not remember. Should | tell him?” The 
realization that Jon might not remember much hits him harder than a truck, and he suddenly feels the 
sadness wash over his entire body, all energy from the beauty of the morning slowly dissipating away. ‘| guess 


| could try to make him remember something: 


"You don't remember what happened last night?" He tried to hide the nervousness in his voice but didn't 


succeed. 


"l. | don't remember everything completely... I'm sorry man, | only drank two beers, and this happens. l'm a 


really bad drinker | guess." Jon laughs a little at the end to try to lighten the atmosphere. He failed. 


A memory suddenly pops in his head and his eyes go wide. It was the memory of Richie kissing him. More like 
him kissing Richie passionately, with hunger and love. The love that he swore he would lock up in a heart- 


shaped box and never let it out. 


He feared this would happen one day, and he wouldn't be able to correct it because it would be too late. He 
was afraid of rejection, but he was also afraid of the changes it would bring to his relationship with the 
guitarist. He was afraid of the future, their future. 


"Did we- did we kiss?" He asks quickly and very low. Too afraid that if he said it loud enough Richie would freak 
out on him, when in reality he is and would be the one freaking the fuck out. 


Richie took a while to respond, as if trying to figure what was happening in Jon's head. It felt like an eternity 
when it was only seconds, and it drove Jon crazy. "Yeah... we did” Richie is still looking at him with those sad 


eyes that shine with the reflection of the Sun's light. He is now leaning on his elbows, supporting himself to be 
able to look better at Jon's watery eyes. Those beautiful eyes were looking at him through the bangs with 
such fear, and something else he couldn't quite put his finger on 


"l. tm sorry- | didn't." Jon looks away from him and quickly sits up as if trying to get away from the bed. He 
wraps his arms around himself, his long hair falls on his face and he looks smaller than ever before. Richie 


realizes this and quickly grabs his upper arm gently. Jon flinches immediately, but lets Richie touch him. 


"Hey, hey. It's okay. Relax Jonny." Richie soothes him with his rich gentle voice, and Jon complies. His shoulders 
slump, gaze still away from Richie's. "Jon, look at me." Jon slowly does. 
"What is it? Wha- what are you afraid of?" Jon looks at him with watery eyes again. A million thoughts go 


through his head of millions of answers and actions he could do. 


"l. Last night | was drunk- | don't remember much." Richie frowns at him. "Whatever we did, I'm sorry, | 
wasn't in my right mind.." Jon sighs and looks away. Richie understands what he's trying to say. His chest 
contracts and aches with sadness. " | didn‘t-" 


"Did it mean something to you?" Richie cuts him off and Jon stills. Did it mean something to him? Yes. I+ did. It 
meant everything to him, even though he can't remember much of it. It meant Richie felt the same way he 
did, but he knew how Richie was. He knew Richie would dare, and he knew that if he dared hard enough he 
would win. Not for nothing he had the phrase ‘Who dares wins’ tattooed on his skin. 


The fear that overtook his body was enough for the both alone. His body tells him to run, to run until he lost 
Richie, to run until his fears and problems couldn't reach, to run until his legs gave up and he couldn't get up 
from exhaustion. But his mind, as equally exhausted as it was, tells him to let Richie in, to let him break the 
walls he built over years of self-hatred and anxiety, and reach for that heart-shaped box, and open it with 
the key only he has ever had. The key he couldn't find because Richie had it all this time. 


Richie notices the absence of Jon's mind He slowly removes the hand from his arm and gently caresses his 
left cheek, bringing Jon's face closer to his. "Jon?" Jon's eyes focus on his face again and they immediately 
water. Richie panics. "No no no Jonny, don't cry." He strokes his cheek softly with his thumb, the rest of his 
fingers gripping his jaw with a gentle touch. He wipes away the tear that rebelled to fall down his shining eyes. 
More tears fall down his cheeks, and he lets out a tiny sob. Richie's facial features instantly soften from 
looking at Jon, oh energetic, bright, beautiful Jon crying in front of him. 


It was rare to see the singer cry, especially in front of someone. It didn't stop Richie from panicking even 
more. He then wraps his arms around Jon's trembling frame. His strong arms completely engulf the singer, and 
he sobs even harder. Richie feels impotent for not being able to soothe Jon, and feels guilty because he is 


certain he is the reason of Jon's distress. 


"Jonny, baby, don't cry." He doesn't know where the ‘baby’ came from but it felt right to call him that. It felt 
right to hold him in his arms. It felt right to kiss the top of his head just like last night, and to stroke little 


circles around the small of his back, hoping to ease Jon's little sobs and cries. 


Everything happened so fast yet so slow. Jon pushes Richie away by his chest, and untangles his limbs in an 
unintentionally rough way. "No- stop, Rich. We can't." Jon sounds breathless, desperate to get air as he holds 
onto the last bits of life. Jon looks at Richie as lost as he was before. A park of determination runs over his 
body, looking at the door as if it was his only escape route. He gets up quickly, grabs his shoes and unstably 


walk over to the door. 
He can hear Richie calling his name, and heading towards him. 


‘lm sorry." He says merely in a whisper, a tear escapes without his consent and then he bolts out the door, 


leaving Richie alone in the hotel room. 


He needs to get air. If he stayed any longer in that room with Richie at such close proximity he knew he would 
asphyxiate. He needed to clear things out. He needed to think things over. He didn't care if they saw him in 
such worn out jeans or just a plain white shirt, or if he was carrying his shoes in his hands. He cared if people 
saw him crying, he cared for his remaining sanity, and he cared for that heart-shaped box inside of him that 
was deliberately opened without his permission by the only person in the world with the key to it. 


Meanwhile, Richie was pacing around the room in an anxious manner. He couldn't reach Jon, and now he doesn't 
know where he could be. He is debating whether to tell the other guys. He doesn't want to freak them out but 
he also doesn't want anything bad to happen to Jon 


So he sits on the edge of the bed, and waits. He fidgets with the end of the blankets and waits. Waits for Jon 


to come back safe, waits until Jon sorts out the demons in his head. In the meanwhile, he'll deal with his. 


‘What did it mean to you?" 


Elevator ride 


Author's Notes: 
| feel like the story is going a bit slow. I'm still debating whether to keep it cute and fluffy or also do smut 


*wiggles eyebrows* You guys can tell me :*) Hope you like it! 


It was cold. 
Correction. It was freezing, and he didn't have a jacket. 
He also didn't eat breakfast. ‘Damn it 


What can a person do to survive when they're hungry, freezing and are not in a good state of mind? There 
are not many options for Jon right now. He could go back, and face Richie. It has been only 20 minutes since 
he left. It was enough time to think but not enough to go back there. He didn't want to go back yet but it 
seemed like he didn't have any other option 


With the remaining strength that he has, Jon stumps his feet in an attempt to walk to the hotel. It felt as if 
it was going to snow, but it wasn't cold enough to. His hands feel numb, and so does his mind. The thought of 
being in a warm bed seemed very tempting, but the thought of having to face Richie again sent a shiver down 
his spine. 


He should probably get back to the hotel. Forget his stubbornness, forget his own feelings, forget Richie. If he 
wants to deal with it he has to be alive. 


It's not like he could die from being in this weather, right? 


And did he really need to deal with it? With everything? Sometimes he wishes he didn't exist. Sometimes he 
wishes he didn't have to deal with this kind of feelings and problems. Sometimes he wished everything could be 
normal for him, that he could live happily with a cozy house, his wife and two kids. 


But he can't deny his feelings. These feelings he has for the one and only guy he could ever love. He loves 
Richie. He wants Richie to love him like he loves Richie. He wants to kiss Richie, he wants to cuddle Richie, he 
even wanted to have sex with Richie, but the thought of how he could have sex with him terrified him. 


The thought of him doing "gay" things with other guys made him uncomfortable. He just wanted Richie, he just 
wanted him and only him. But it terrified him. 


He's in front of the golden glass doors leading to the lobby of the hotel. He passed through them and as soon 
as he gets to it, he spots the elevators. 


He feels that familiar flip flop in his stomach as his head relives his horrific memories of being alone in an 
elevator. Fuck, does he hate elevators so much. Jon gulps with extreme difficulty while staring at the metal 
doors opening. He doesn't recognize the person coming out of it, and also doesn't hear that same person calling 


his name. 


"Jon! Hey!" Richie is calling but he can't move. His mind, hands and feet numb with fear. He feels a warm body 
pulling him into a tight hug. "Jon" Richie whispers breathlessly. "Talk to me" He buries his face in Jon's cold 
messy hair. Richie's sad eyes were full of pain and guilt. His arms engulfed Jon's shaking frame once again that 


day. 


Jon can't utter any other word but "Richie." He hugs him back fisting the back of the guitarist's jacket. His 
guitarist. 


"Jonny, we need to get you to the hotel room as soon as we can.. So" Richie pulls away a little and looks at Jon 
in the eye. "We need to take the elevator." And before Jon can escape, Richie has him in a tight hug again while 


blocking any opening for Jon to run to. 
"l'm not going in there-" 
"Jon, we are on the last floor-" 


"| don't care. | don't wanna go" His voice sounds whiny and he hates it but he also hates the elevator so much. 
He feels like a child not wanting to eat his veggies. He just wants to run away again and hide. Hide from 
everything and everyone. He only wants Richie. He only wants him to hold him tightly and tell him that its 
okay. 


‘Its okay Jon, l'm here. It's okay, Jonny." He said as if he read Jon's thoughts and inner struggles. He offered 
his help when Jon's heart was at its most sensitive point. Because that's what Richie always does. He's always 
there to help his struggles and problems go away. He's always there to give him a hand, a hug and his heart. 


| don't wanna go" He felt so pathetic, so useless. How could he, Jon fucking Bongiovi, be afraid of just an 


elevator. "Don't make me go there..." 

"l'm here with you Jonny. I'm not going away." He reassured him, and held him even tighter. 

"Please don't go away." He whispered, and Richie took it as a promise. Of course, he wouldn't leave, he couldn't. 
If Jon needed him he would stay. Even if Jon didn't need him and treated him like a total stranger, he would 
stay with him forever. Because that's how he was and it's the only thing he could do to at least help his Jon. 


Nobody seemed to pay attention to them as they had their little affectionate moment in the middle of the big 
lobby. 


‘I'm never going away.” He repeated that phrase over and over again as if wanting Jon to tattoo it in his brain 
‘lm never leaving you alone Jonny. C'mon, we have to go." Jon slowly nods, and they start walking to the 


elevator. 


Jon examines the inside warily. He checks his reflection in the mirrors of it, and doesn't recognize himself. All 
the eyeliner from yesterday was smeared, and made his eyes look like they were about to pop out of his 


eyelids. His eyes were quite red, and his entire face, and arms were as white as paper. 


The singer closes his eyes quickly, as if not wanting to see his own face, as if he was the ugliest thing he's 
ever seen on the entire world. Self-hating thoughts starting roaming in his head, and he suddenly felt nauseous. 
Everything around him feels like a distant dream, everything feels like spinning, everything feels like it's falling 
down a bottomless hole. He brings his cold hands to his face and hair, pulling and releasing, as if trying to 


massage his headache away. 


Jon feels strong arms wrap around him again from his back, and feels Richie's hot body press against his back. 
His eyes are still shut, and he doesn't feel a lot better. He starts feeling worse when he senses the elevator 


starting to move, that familiar movement that drove him crazy affecting him in the worst way. 


"Everything's fine, Jonny. Just imagine we're somewhere else. Relax, baby." Richie starts calming him down with 
his gentle voice. His rich gentle voice, his favorite sound in the world. "Just lean against me and don't think 


about anything but me." 


Jon tries but fails. He can't stop thinking about how pathetic he must look, how pathetic he must sound, how 
pathetic- 


He unexpectedly feels Richie grab his shoulders and turns him around until they're facing each other. Richie 


doesn't even seem to hesitate for a second as he leans closer to Jon and kisses him. 


Richie presses his lips into his, his arms wrap around his waist, and both their eyes close as they sigh happily 
into the kiss. His body moved on its own, and his hands roam up to Richie's chest and settle on his neck, feeling 
the brunette's long silky hair tickle his fingers. 


Richie kisses him gently, with so much love. The love he didn't know he could ever experience with his guitarist. 
His mind and body were so entranced in the kiss that he didn't hear the bell of the elevator signaling that they 
reached their floor. They were lucky no one was around the area, otherwise they would have been caught in 


the act. 


They look at each other again, deep chocolate orbs meet beautiful blue crystals. Richie holds Jon's lovely hands 
in his, and can't help but smile at the perplexed singer. 


His cheeks were flushed, and his eyes were glassy, his plump lips were parted, and his long curly hair was 


messy. He knew that Jon was very attractive, millions of fans couldn't be wrong about that. 


But from up close, he thought that Jon was breathtakingly gorgeous. He couldn't help but stare at him like he 


always would. 


"Um- the elevator is gonna close.." Jon breaks the silence and looks away, embarrassed from the way Richie 


was looking at him. Richie snaps out of his trance and rushes them out of there. 

"Are you okay?" Asks Richie, still very close to Jon. Jon shyly looks up at him. 

"Yeah, | feel better. Thank you, Richie." 

"IFs no biggie. I'm always here, I'm never going to leave you." Richie sounds a little abashed as he whispers 
tenderly into Jon's ear. A pleasant shiver runs down Jon's spine, and sends chills through his entire body. He 


backs away a little, his face was still flushed, and his bottom lip was red from biting it so much. 


Jon meets his eyes once again, and smiles daringly, smiles as a spark of hope appears in his being, smiles as if 


Richie was a light and he was there only to make his life brighter. 


They grin wider at each other, Richie looks around to see if there's anyone, and nonchalantly hooks his arm 


around Jon's waist, and Jon feels as if it always belonged there. 
They walk slowly towards their hotel room, hearts in their sleeves, and smiles plastered on their faces. 


For once Jon believes that was the best elevator ride of his life, and the only one that would ever be. 


Don't be afraid 
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The two men arrive quietly to their shared hotel room. The room was only lit by the light coming from the 


window, still looking warm and sunny in contrast to the icy temperature outside. 


Jon proceeds to sit on the bed, taking Richie- who's arm was still firmly attached to his waist- down with him. 
They are silent, making the atmosphere a little tense and awkward. Their feelings for each other known yet 


unspoken, Jon grew more anxious by the second and was still shivering from how cold he still felt. 


Only then, when Jon was shivering beside him is that Richie got up to get the fluffy blanket from the other 
bed to carefully wrap it around Jon. Jon shyly looked up at him to meet his gaze, and quickly averted it. 


"IIl go get you something warm to drink.. lemme just." Richie mumbled as he walked over to the phone and 
made a call to order food and some other things. "Yes, hello. I'd like to get pepperoni pizza, the roasted chicken, 


and a salad.. Nah, just get any.. Yeah.. And a beer, and hot chocolate milk.. Yeah that's all, thank you." 


"Really? Chocolate milk? I'm not a kid" Richie heard Jon's incredulous voice from behind. He turns around just 
to see Jon wrapped in the blanket like a burrito and pouting like a little child, and couldn't help but smile fondly 
at him. ‘He's so fucking adorable’. 


"Well, l'm certainly not the one wrapped in a burrito and pouting like a little kid, so you better drink that hot 
milk. You're cold as fuck." 


"Cold my ass." Mumbles Jon 


"Exactly, mah friend” Richie chuckled, sat down beside Jon, and fell back onto the bed. Everything falls silent 
again. They should talk about it sooner or later. After Jon's breakdown in his arms, and his little panic attack, 


everything seemed like a fuss to him. 


He knew what he wanted and he wanted to talk to Jon about his feelings. The feelings that have been growing 
since they've met. He wants to talk to Jon about how much he wants to kiss him and hold him. The idea of 
telling Jon about his most private secret never passed through his mind. It was kind of ironic since the secret 


was about Jon. And now that he had the opportunity and take the risk, he wanted to shout it, to tell him how 


much he loved him. Yes, he loves Jon dearly, he loves Jon to the Moon and back a million times. 


He feared the rejection, the humiliation, the apprehension of the strongest feelings he's held for someone ever 


before. He mindlessly runs a hand through his messy hair, chocolate eyes suddenly meet blue ones. 


They stare at each other. No words were needed to comprehend what they needed to do, yet none of them 
could easily crack the ice per se. The tension didn't seem to secede, so Richie decided to take the matter in his 


hands. 


"So... about earlier." Richie started, and Jon tensed. He looks at his hands, not wanting to look at Richie in the 
eye while talking about that topic. Fear was bubbling up his throat yet again. "You didn't answer what | asked 
you, Jon." It was rapidly leaving him breathless, choking him even. He tries inhaling sharply, tries to calm 


himself from the sudden rush of unwanted feelings. 


Jon remained silent for some seconds before answering. "It meant a lot." It was almost inaudible, but Richie 
could catch it. The guitarist gets in a sitting position, slightly looking at Jon. "It meant everything to me." Jon's 
voice wavered, and he bites his bottom lip anxiously. He plays with the edge of the blanket, still looking at his 
hands. 


"Then why-" 


"You perfectly know why." Jon's voice sounded surprisingly firm, and Richie involuntarily winced at the change 


of tone. 
"What if | don't know?" 
Jon looks at him pointedly, and intensely looks at Richie in the eye. "I know that you know." 


"Well, what if | don't want to know? What if | just want to ignore it?" He challenges Jon on this argument. He 
wanted to talk peacefully but apparently Jon didn't have the same idea as him. They arrived perfectly fine to 


the hotel, everything was calm and cool but now everything seemed to be going down the drain 


The duality of Jon's character wasn't quite shocking to Richie, he was already acquainted with it. However, it 
didn't stop him from helplessly growing pissed by the second. He knew Jon was afraid of everything that could 
happen to them and their relationship, or whatever they would call it by now. He feared whether they would 
take a step back or a step forward, whether it would go bad or if it could flourish. 


He understood perfectly his fears, but Jon had to understand Richie's hopes. He had to understand that those 
feelings were deeply hidden to the core of his being, and now that they saw the light again, they were eating 
him alive. Now that he knew Jon would correspond his feelings he just wanted to burst into a million fireworks 


from happiness. 


Jon fell silent for a while. A soft sigh left his lips, and his shoulders hunch, making his frame look smaller than 


he's ever been. It makes him look so vulnerable, so helpless, so unlike Jon 


Richie softens once again. He feels really bad for Jon, for having to go through those puzzling and mind- 
boggling feelings. He understands him, and he wants him to understand that. He only wants to make Jon happy, 
he wants to see him smile brightly like he always does to Richie. 


It took a lot of courage, but he could slip his hand softly into Jon's. He interlaces his fingers with Jon's and he 
looks at him. He decides it's time to confront Jon's inner fears. He needs Jon to understand that it's not only 


his fears but his too, and that he needs to get over them, that he needs to find common ground with him. 
"Jon, | know you're afraid of many things-" 
"If you know then why-" 


"Let me finish." Jon reluctantly falls silent. "As | was saying, | know that you're afraid and that this is unknown 
territory for you- for us. But.. we gotta work this out, man. Its gonna eat us alive if we don't talk about it" 
Jon looks like he's considering and letting what Richie says sink in. "Even if we don't wanna talk about it- mind 
you, | wanna talk about it- we need to talk about it. Do ya get me?" 


Jon slowly nods. Their fingers still tangled with each other, their thighs touching and their hearts in their 


sleeves. 


"What about the public? What about the guys?" 
There he goes again. Richie hears the fear creeping into his voice once again after all he said. He might as well 
just spill his heart out to see if Jon trusted him. 


"The public doesn't need to know. We haven't even stated anything yet and you're already thinking about the 
public?" That's one of the things he loved about Jon, even though it was a little rare to see. He had these 
moments where Jon was entirely selfless, he only thought about what could be best for the band, the fans or 
one of the members. But he completely forgets to take care of himself, he completely forgets that he has 
necessities too and that he needs to fulfill them. 


He forgets that he also has the common right to feel happiness and to feel loved. 


People would take Jon for a cold, arrogant, self-centered person, and even if he was like that sometimes, Richie 
wouldn't even think twice before defending him with his life at all costs. He would protect him in the blink of an 
eye, and prove them all wrong. He would make them see how beautiful Jon was, how kind and lovely he could 


be. 


Jon looked thoughtful for a moment. He looks at Richie straight in the eye. "What are we?" It was just a mere 
whisper, so that only Richie could hear it. 


"What do you want us to be?" Richie whispered equally as low. The situation seeming quite tender. Their faces 
were only a few centimeters away from each other. Richie could perfectly distinguish Jon's beautiful blue eyes 


looking up at him through those long pretty eyelashes, and then his gaze drops on his lips. His plump reddish 


lips. He thought of how much he wanted to kiss those lips, they were so close, yet it seemed so far. 

"Tell me." Richie softly insisted. 

"| don't know.." Jon looked troubled. He looks at their interlaced hands. He realized they fit perfectly, like two 
puzzle pieces that were missing each other to feel complete. The realization hit Jon quite rapidly. He feels 
complete with Richie. He wouldn't have it any other way. He can't picture a day that he could be without 
Richie. His Richie. 

"| always stared up at you, ya know.." The comment took Richie by surprise. Jon was opening more to him, the 
mood seemed to lift up. "I mean, not only cos you're tall as hell" He chuckled. "But- but because | couldn't help 
but imagine... imagine us- together." 

"We're together." Richie states matter-of-factly. 

"Oh fuck off, you know what | mean. You're ruining the moment, you nut." Richie couldn't help but laugh at 
Jon's weak attempt to insult him. It just made him even more giggly, being called ‘nut. "You find it funny, you 


nut?" Asked an amused Jon. 


Richie just kept laughing. At this point Jon was pouting from not being taken seriously. He hits Richie on the 
shoulder with his free hand to see if he would stop. 


"Ouuhhl No violence, honey.” 

"Well, you earned it" Jon huffed. ‘Like seriously, what's with all that laughing, | was getting serious’. 

"I'm sorry. Go on, I'm listening." Jon side eyes him, hesitates, but then continues. 

"| just.. | realized that | didn't want you as just a best friend, a brother.." Jon averts his eyes. 

"I see. Well.. It is the same for me. You cannot imagine how much I've wanted to be with you like this.. How 
much I've wanted to hold your hand as more than a friend, to hug you tenderly as more than a friend..." Richie 
gently makes Jon look at him, bringing their faces close once again. "To kiss you so passionately as more than 
just a friend. | want you all for me and | can't deny it anymore." 

"Oh Richie." 

"Will you let me kiss you, Jon?" 


"You've already kissed me quite enough, haven't ya?" Jon said playfully. 


"Well, can | kiss you more? Will you let me kiss you tenderly every morning, every day, every night?" 


The idea was very tempting to Jon He wanted that so bad, but it didn't mean that his fears had subsided. 

Im so scared" He admitted. "You can already imagine how much | want this, Richie. But | am so afraid" 

"Then let me protect you from your fears, Jonny baby." 

"Richie." He whined. He knew Richie would risk it. He knew because that's what he always did. He'd always take 
the damage and act like nothing happened, like the world was the happiest place to live on, like it didn't hurt like 


hell. It ate Richie alive and he hated it. 


He hated that he couldn't do much, that he couldn't make Richie's pain go away, even when he himself said it 
was okay to receive it. He wanted Richie to truly live happily with him. If only it was that easy. 


"Let me take the damage, baby." 

"Richie." He buried his face on the crook of his shoulder. His hand clutching hard to the other one. "No." 

‘Its the only thing | can do, can't |?" Richie flashed him a sad smile, paired up with his sad eyes. 

"No. You won't take any damage. No more. I've seen it Rich, don't you fucking think I'm blind, because l'm not! 
It's my turn." Jon's voice cracks at the end, too overwhelmed with sudden rage and sadness at the same time. 
He was feeling too much, It was too much. 

"Jonny." Richie sighs. 


"l'm sorry, but I'm so fucking afraid something will go wrong. Please understand-" 


| understand, baby. | know. But you need to tell me, what do you want?" Jon fell silent again, rethinking and 


munching on the information. His eyes close to tears, his bottom lip bitten red. 


"Because | want to be with you, together. | just need you to tell me what you want." He says tenderly as he 
starts playing with Jon's cute fingers. 


Jon thinks about it for a little while. Richie even thought he would have to drop the topic until he heard Jon 
speak. 


| want to be with you so badly. I'm willing to take the risk if you're willing to deal with this frightened fella" 


Jon smiles at him, and Richie smiles back even brighter. His eyes shine with hope and happiness. 


"So, Jon Bongiovi.." Richie wiggles his eyebrows comically and it makes Jon giggle. "Would you like to be my lover 
in this adventure?" 


"Fuck, that sounds even more serious when you say it out loud" Jon laughs and leans on Richie. 


"Yea. Fuck yes." 

"It sounds like you're saying yes to me proposing.” 

‘Oh shut up, you wish." 

"Yep, | wish | could marry this fine ass." Richie wiggles his eyebrows again 

| said shut up. And kiss me already." At this point they are two giggly messes. 
"Damn, so bossy." "You love it" 


Then they kiss. Slow and tender. Richie's hand - which is not the one holding Jon's hand - moves to caress 
Jon's cheek. Jon pushes into the kiss harder with a rush of desire. Richie starts sneaking his tongue out slowly, 


as if asking for permission to intrude foreign territory. Jon opens his mouth and lets Richie in 


They both sigh contently. Richie explores all of Jon's hot mouth. He wants to memorize everything. He 
untangles his hand from Jon's and brings his body closer by the waist. He places his other hand on his neck, 
and continues devouring Jon's mouth like he's starving, as if Jon was the only piece of meat in his reach and 


he was a hungry beast ready to eat him all up. 


He roams his hands all over Jon's back and sides as he moves onto his neck to bite and to suck onto. He wants 
to mark Jon, he wants to leave pretty red marks all over his body and admire them in his naked glory. The 
idea didn't seem quite bad. In fact, it was tremendously arousing. Richie could feel his pants getting tighter by 
the second as he heard Jon making those little whimpering noises in the back of his throat. 


Jon gasps at a particularly hard suck from the guitarist. That was going to leave a very noticeable hickey. 


Richie quickly picks Jon up like he weighted nothing and places him on his lap, both thick thighs straddling his 
sides. Their bodies flush together and their crotches pressed in the most pleasurable way considering they still 


had their pants on. 


Jon moans sweetly as he slowly grinds his hips against Richie's. His mouth meets Richie's again in a wanton 
kiss. It was wet and full of passion. 
Things escalated so quickly in so little time. Everything seemed so real yet like such a blur. 


They both separate to breathe. Pants and little moans fill the room as they grind simultaneously against each 
other. They stare at each other, their eyes dilated with desire and love. Richie eyes the pretty bruises he left 


on the side of Jon's neck and collar bones. He felt extremely proud, and he smiles victoriously. 


"Richie." Jon couldn't even recognize his own voice. It sounded whiny, and quite distant. His ears were ringing, 


and his head felt like it was going to explode. The tightness in his pants felt almost unbearable. "Richie." 


"Yeah, I'm here baby. C'mere." Richie sounded breathless, face looking as dreamy as Jon's. Both their cheeks 


were flushed crimson, and their hairs were a mess. 
Jon comes closer to Richie, closer than before and rests his face in the crook of Richie's neck. Richie encircles 


his arms around him, engulfs him in his warmth. Jon feels safer than he's ever before. He feels safe in his 


arms, his lover's arms. His heart beats fast, with love, and he wants to stay like this forever. 

"Richie, | think | lo-" 

A sudden knock on the door startles them both and crashes the whole atmosphere that was built up. All 
feelings quickly hidden inside a box for no one but them to see. Both their heads look towards the door, their 
hearts beating fast and hard in their throats. 

For only a few seconds they could wonder who it could be before the knock on the door is back again. It makes 
their skin crawl, their bodies not wanting to separate from each other as if they knew it'd cause a great pain 
to do so. 

Richie moves Jon away from him slowly. He looks at Jon, and back at the door. 

He gets up and moves towards it, being very careful with each step. When he reaches it, he hesitantly grabs 


the doorknob. 


He twists it, and opens the door. 


Staring back at you 
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His heartbeat was the only thing he could hear. It rang loud in his ears, yet it somehow sounded distant, far 


away as the only background noise he could hear. 
His skin breaks into a cold sweat as his hand holds the doorknob uncertainly. 


His throat feels itchy, and his eyes remain wide. The bulge in his pants very prominent and his lips bitten red, 
looking obviously used because of the constant kissing. 


He opens the door only the slightest bit to see who interrupted them from their heated kissing session 


"Hello, did you order food?" Holy shit. He totally forgot about the food. The guy who brought the food was a 
mere teen, roughly I8, as tall as Richie and with a nervous expression plastered in his face. The food is inside a 
tray that sat atop a metal cart. 

"Oh yes, thank you. You can- um, just leave it there, I'll get it in a sec. Don't wanna keep my girl from y'know...” 
Richie wiggles his eyebrows in an attempt of giving the guy a ‘hint of what was going on inside the bedroom, 
so that he could stop the guy from entering and giving him a hard time. Literally. 


"Oookay.." The guy instantly flushes, and nods knowingly. He complies and leaves the cart with Richie. 


"Thanks." As soon as he's out of sight, Richie gets the cart inside and hurries to lock the door and put the ‘do 
not disturb sign. He looks down at Jon with lazy but fond eyes. He can feel his crotch throbbing still, and 
notices that Jon's does too. "You hungry? Still up for the hot milk?" He jokes. He knew Jon wouldn't need the 
hot chocolate milk anymore after the hot kissing session they had just seconds ago. 


His body temperature was still very high, and he supposed Jon's was too. The hazy state of his brain made 


everything slower, calmer. 


"Oh yeah, | was really eager to get that hot milk" He flashes him one of his signature lopsided smiles and 
seductively licks his lips. Richie chokes on his own saliva and starts coughing hard as Jon laughs at him. He 
makes a face, his face colored almost crimson and his eyes wide in shock at the vivid image of Jon drinking his 
‘thot milk’, of Jon getting close to his cock, of Jon giving him a blowjob he definitely didn't imagine any other 
times. Well, maybe just a few times. 


Jon keeps laughing like there's no tomorrow. His blue eyes look at him through those pretty long lashes, his 
face flushed and his eyes watery from the sudden laughter attack. "Just kidding, man. But- um, | call dibs on 


the pizza" He can't stop smiling, and neither can Richie. 


"You're not gonna share with me? After all I've done for you?" Richie fakes an incredulous voice, and an 
offended face while bringing his hand over his chest in a sassy way. Jon snorts and stretches over the bed. 
"Hey, listen to me. You see that pizza? | deserve a slice at least. It's hard dealing with you, jonny boy." He only 
meant it as a joke, even though it was true he couldn't deal with Jon's mannerisms once in a while. 


The singer hums tiredly, both physically and mentally. "Well, you're stuck with me now. Until death do us 


apart" 


Richie stills complete and lets himself feel the butterflies in his stomach, flying wildly up to his chest. Growing 
old with Jon was a concept he was acquainted with, but the fact that Jon sort of admitted he wanted to be 
with him till the end made him all giddy and jumpy and he just wanted to burst into happy tears. He even 
thought about marriage. How would his life be if he married Jon? Would it be the same or would it change? To 
be frank, he was very happy with the way they acted with each other, the only difference would be the 
kissing, and the pda, and hopefully sex. 


"Richie?" Richie snaps out of his sudden daydream. He notices he's gone quiet for a while without realizing it 
after Jon said that. "You okay?" Jon looks genuinely concerned. Those blue eyes look up at him with worry. He 
should speak, he doesn’t want to worry Jon. However, he can't. 


His brain blanked, and the words ran away from his tongue. He gulps a big puff of air, and remembers that 
they need to eat before it gets cold. Not that it matters to him if the food gets cold. He's gone through tough 


days, and he can certainly tolerate cold food. 
‘Sorry, | just kinda spaced out" 


"No kidding, man" Jon's concerned face didn't change. He grabs Richie's hand and sits him down on the bed, 


bringing him closer to him. Richie instantly notices that he doesn't let go of his hand. "What is it?" 


"I just kind of got caught in the ‘till death do us apart" Richie's voice grew quieter as he spoke, and Jon's 
features soften. Richie sighs, his gaze at their hands. He fidgets with Jon's fingers, he observes them as if 
trying to find an answer to a question that hasn't been asked yet. He caresses them gently, treats them as if 
they were made of crystal, treats them the same way he would treat Jon: softly, adoringly, lovingly. "It had 
crossed my mind quite a few times." He admits. "As | told you, I've wanted to be with you for a long time. | 
think I've liked you since | saw you. | mean, I'm not gay and even though | like the cliché stuff you call ‘bullshit’, 
| couldn't help but feel like what | felt was... feel like this wasn't what you see in movies where you just fall in 
love with the right person and you love them forever and they live happily ever after. But." He pauses. He 
looks up at Jon. 


His face is blank, illegible, emotionless, yet he could read him like an open book through his eyes. His eyes were 
the open door leading to the heart-shaped box inside him, and Richie knows he is the only one with the key, 
and he will use it right. 


"But | couldn't help but feel like it was. | couldn't help but feel like we were meant to be, even though | didn't 
even know if you liked me or not. I've never looked at any other men like I've looked at you, ever. You know | 
love women, | love their bodies and | love to play with them, yet | couldn't completely fall in love with one.” 
Jon's face lightens up, his eyes widen slightly and his teeth nibble at his bottom lip. He can't say it yet, but 


Jon knows. Jon can see it in his pleading eyes, and no words can describe the love reflected in them. 
"Yeah, | know what you mean." Jon finally says. Richie sighs heavily. 


"Fuck, | just had to get that out of the way. | feel so much better." It was true. It felt as if a heavy weight 


was lifted from his tense shoulders. 


‘lm glad" Jon hesitates a little as he says "It took me a little while to accept my feelings. | still have my 
doubts, but what can | do. "He smiles fondly at Richie. "Besides, who wouldn't like such a skilled guitarist like the 


handsome Richie Sambora?" Jon flashes him another smile, and Richie imitates it. 


"Hey, l'm supposed to be the one cracking jokes here." He says with a fake grumpy expression and the accept 


between a Hungarian and an Indian. Jon giggles sweetly, and Richie just stares. 


He stares just like he did before, but it was different now. Jon knew, and after everything that happened Richie 
knew he would be able to stare at Jon as openly as he wanted. It made his heart beat faster, and it made a 
certain kind of joy bubble in his throat. He is starting to like that feeling. He might get used to it quicker than 
he thought. 


They both stare at each other, taking everything in for a moment. This felt way more intimate than what sex 
could have felt like. 


Talking about sex. 


"So, where were we?" Jon whispers and inches closer to Richie. Their lips meet in a gentle kiss that slowly 
ascends into a heated kiss, wet and hungry with want. Their hands are all over each other, feeling, memorizing. 
They become breathless, the need for air critical and their breath ragged. Wet noises and hard pants fill the 
room as the two men keep kissing each other like hungry beasts. They quickly take their shirts off and 


continue kissing. 


Richie pushes Jon so he is lying on his back Jon wraps his legs around Richie's waist and brings their pulsing 
bulges close together. Jon whines lustfully, and Richie groans as he eats Jon's moans up. They separate to 
regain their precious air, but Richie sticks his mouth to the side of Jon's neck immediately and starts sucking 
pretty red marks on his previously bruised skin. He eventually finds that sweet spot behind Jon's ear that 


drives him crazy. 


"Oh God Richie." Jon gasps, and closes his eyes, enhancing the experience even more. Richie kisses his earlobe 
and licks it seductively. It sends shivers down Jon's spine and he visibly shudders. They both grind their 


crotches together, they find a comfortable rhythm and soon Jon's moans fill the room. 


"Oh fuck, fuck- nhg Richiee" He moans right into Richie's ear. Richie audibly curses, Jon's moans were such a 
turn on for him, they drive him crazy. He can only imagine how loud Jon can get, and that certainly won't stop 
him from pleasuring Jon. The total opposite, it encourages him to keep going, to want to make Jon scream at 
the top of his lungs, and let everyone know that Richie's the one giving it to him. 


Since he is feeling risky tonight, he guesses he could try to make him even louder. So, he starts grinding his 
hips quicker, harder, and rougher. He thrusts so hard that he moves Jon every time he pushes Jon. 


As soon as he quickens his pace Jon reacts back with a loud gasp, followed by incoherent babbling and cursing. 
"Wha- Richie aah, Oh my God! Mmhg!" At this point Jon didn't make any sense. His mind foggy with pleasure, 
and Richie's presence. He could only feel Richie. Only Richie. 


Jon was rapidly reaching his peak, as embarrassing as it could sound. He never thought he could get so riled up 
by a man, by Richie. He's never come so quick in his life while being with a woman, and he definitely needed to 
be inside one to do so. But right now, with only the grinding and Richie's warm, he felt at the top of the world. 
"Oh, Richie- I'm gonna- Aah-!" "C'mon baby, come." 

His orgasm ripped through him suddenly and harshly, leaving him delusional and exhausted. His eyes rolled back, 
his back arched and his toes curled from the pleasure Richie was giving him from just grinding at him. He 
holds onto Richie reassuringly, the aftershocks too strong to keep his body from squirming into Richie's 


continuing grind. Eventually, Richie comes, and involuntarily lets his body weight fall over Jon 


He doesn't mind a bit, he likes feeling Richie's weight on him. It makes him feel safe, and warm. Richie obviously 
doesn't think that, so he rolls over to give Jon space. They both are panting, and their faces are flushed. 


Richie kisses Jon's shoulder dearly. 
Then Jon brakes the silence. 


"The food is probably cold by now." He makes a face that probably means that he doesn't like his food cold, and 
Richie can just think ‘| knew he would say that’. "I'll go heat it up." 


Richie doesn't have time to protest as he sees Jon sit up, walk over to the trays and get the food. Richie 
stares at Jon as he walks over to the mini kitchen and starts reheating the food. 


He stares again, and smiles. 


He can definitely get used to this. 


The end ¥ 


